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The Note 


Author's Notes: 
| don't know how heavy topics in this fic may become if | follow through with my plans to continue, but this 


chapter contains references to suicide, so | would recommend caution ahead. 


Hey guys, 


| know we fought a lot over the last year, but we really put on a kickass tour. There were a few bumps in the 
road, but when have there ever not been? No one in the music business ever made it by just dreaming. But 
we fucking did it! No talk, no bullshit, just good old fashioned rock and roll. | can't say this to your faces, cause 
I'm a chickenshit and you know it, but | really am proud of us. Of everything we've done together. 


Sometimes, you can be pains in my ass, but at the end of the day, we're a band. We gotta stick up for each 
other. Like, it's not written in stone, but you're all good guys. You're not perfect, but I'm not, either. And I'm 
not going to be a fucking hypocrite by calling you out on it. 


Vince, you're the voice of this band. No doubt about it. You're the Motley sound. The rest of us are 


completely expendable. No offense, guys, but you know it's true. We wouldn't sound like Crue without Vince. 
You're kind of a prima donna sometimes, Vince. Especially when you drink. I'm not telling you to kick the habit, 
‘cause its none of my business to say anything. You're a good singer, but, fuck, dude, you turn into a whiny 


bitch sometimes. 


Mick, you may not be the most bombastic performer, or the biggest party animal, but | swear you're 
probably the most underrated guitarists I've ever met. It's funny, almost, how distant we really are from each 
other. Same band, different crowd. We've been in the same band for almost eight years now, and | still barely 


know you. 

And finally Tommy; T-Bone, my fucking terror twin. We sure have gotten into some shit together over the 
years. Legal.. with girls.. the whole bit. | don't even have to tell you exactly what | think of you, cause we know 
each other better than two straight guys ever should. Well, now it's time for me to get into some shit of my 
own. Or paradise. Whatever the fuck happens. 

It doesn't take a genius to figure out why I'm writing this. Its to say exactly what I've been thinking. | always 
think better in writing than talking. | guess that's why | do so many lyrics by myself. It's just the way my 
fucking brain works. 

| gave each of you guys a shot of honesty, so, here's what | think of me: 

lm Nikki Sixx. Or Frank Carlton Serafino Feranna, Jr, if you want to get particularly specific. | play bass and 
write songs. | also pour thousands of dollars into heroin and other drugs by the week. You guys have the 
talent. | just write the words. Any fucker can write words and any fucker can learn to play bass. | know, cause 


| did it. Not too long ago, either. If | can do it, you guys can find another idiot to do it. 


A week ago, | died. By some miracle of God, or some fuck-up in Hell, | came back. I'm leaning towards fuck-up. 


There's no way an asshole like me was supposed to be on Earth once, let alone twice. 
| say, leave the drugs the effort of finishing me off. This gun will do fine. 

Vince, keep singing. 

Mick, keep playing. 

Tommy, keep getting into shit. 

See you guys in Hell! 


~Love, Nikki 


A Vicious Death 


Author's Notes: 
Once again, caution ahead for mentions of suicide (far more prominent) and murder. 


The "great beyond" had been held over my head for years. Longer than | could remember, and probably since | 
had been a fetus. Be a good boy and I'll get to heaven, right? But if I'm bad, I've got a one-way ticket to 
eternal fire and suffering. And there's nothing more bad than prancing out of your record contract by way of 
a bullet through the brain. Seemed to relatively be the most painless. 


| finished off my note to the guys with little wishes to them and signed my name with a tiny, artistic flourish, 
looking over what | wrote. As my final writing piece, | supposed it was alright. Definitely not the most brilliant 
thing | had ever guided my pen to, but given that it was a suicide note, and not fucking Shakespeare or 
something, | didn't give a shit. 


| put my trusty pen beside the note and shoved them both to the side. The gun was on my other side, loaded 


and ready. Just one bullet, cause that was all | needed. 


"Last words of Nikki Sixx." | chuckled to myself. "Who's here to care anyway?" | gripped the cold metal and 
lifted it to my head, the chamber poking my temple uncomfortably. As nervous as | expected to be, my hand 
was still My heart rate was steady. | wasn't scared. And all the reasons for my lack of fear circled back to 
the fact that | just didn’t care. Whatever came next couldn't be much worse than being a good-for-nothing 
junkie. That's all | had going for me. One little squeeze of the trigger, and everything would be okay. | might be 


burning in Hell, but at least | wouldn't be aching for a fix every five minutes. One. Little. Squeeze... 
HHH 


The most pain | felt was the bullet tearing open the skin above my ear. Then, nothing. Blankness. | no longer felt 
the gun in my hand or the floor beneath me. Almost like | was floating. 


| opened my eyes slowly and the first thing that drew my attention was a pair of black motorcycle boots 


standing a few inches in front of my nose. Leather, silver buckles... almost like mine, but much less flashy. 
"For fuck's sake, Sixx.. | thought you would have learned your lesson last week" A tired voice said from above. 
My eyes trailed over the boots, following a pair of ripped up jeans to a leather jacket worn by a scowling 
figure. He looked familiar.. And his English accent was driving me nuts from its familiarity. 


"Are you Death?" | coughed out, trying to ignore the mild throbbing in my head. 


"That's what they call me nowadays." He stuck out a fingerless gloved hand towards me in a gesture of helping 


me up. As my mind cleared of the blankness, | started taking in my surroundings. It was my house. My room, 
even. Exactly where | had been sitting when | shot myself. | accepted the hand and he yanked me to my feet 
violently. 


"Why am | still here? | thought I'd be in Hell or some shit like that." | murmured, the throbbing in my head 
starting to dim. The figure chuckled. 


"Who says this isn't Hell? You seemed pretty miserable here. We've all got our own Hell. Your life just happens 
to be yours." | sighed and rubbed the sides of my head in irritation, then paused and took my hand away as | 
felt a hole. The bullet hole. 


‘I've got a secret to tell you, little Nikki" The figure winked. "Death doesn't make house calls much anymore. | 
usually get one of the fuckers in headquarters to make pickups. But | had to be the one to come wish you a 


warm welcome to eternity. Couldn't pass up the chance." 
"And why's that?" | grimaced, gingerly rubbing my hand over the hole in the side of my head. 


"Your collection of china white in the closet. I've been aching for a fix for ages." The figure pushed past me 
into my closet on the far end of the room and pulled out the last of my stash and a few needles. 


"You came to pick me up just so you could steal my heroin?" | glared at him. 

"Not stealing; sharing.” He clarified. "Want some? Take the edge off while | give you the answers to the 
questions | know you have. Don't trip on your body on the way over." His point near my feet prompted me to 
look down and nearly hurl at the sight. It was me. Dead me. Lying in the same position | had woken up in, blood 


spilling from the hole just above my (his?) ear, pooling under his (my?) head. 


"If that's me, what the fuck am |?" | screamed at the figure. He shrugged, much more concerned with tying up 
his arm with his belt. 


"Damned if | know. If you need to label it, call yourself a Spirit. | just work here, | don't have all the answers. 
I've only been on the job since 19." He protested. 


"19? Who was Death before then?" | asked, stepping over the sprawled legs of my corpse. The figure paused 


momentarily in thought, needle poised over his arr. 


"Morrison, | think Damn, you'd think | remember.. " He shrugged. "You can ask someone in headquarters when 


you get through your first punishment" | slid down the door of my closet and sat next to the figure. 


"Morrison? The Doors’ singer?" | asked, fixing myself my own fix. Doing drugs with Death.. Not quite how | 


imagined Hell, but | wasn't complaining. 


"Yeah, that bloke." The figure nodded. "Man, was that fucker off his rocker." He pushed down the plunger of his 


needle into the crook of his arm, already scarred by probably hundreds of hits. 
"You look familiar... Like I've seen you somewhere before." | cut in 


"You probably have. Heard of the Sex Pistols? We were pretty big back in the day. If you asked the right 
people, anyway.” He shrugged. By the mention of the band name, his face and voice fell into place with a name 


in my head. 
"Sid Vicious?" 


He chuckled and winked. "The one and only. Not many get it on the first try. Especially the oldies | pick up for 
shits and giggles. They think I'm Satan himself. Nah, Satan wouldn't bother with them. I'm just the delivery boy. 


I'm not in charge of torture or anythin" 


As he spoke, | stuck the needle in the crook of my arm and shoved down the plunger, expecting the familiar 
rush, but receiving nothing. Sid laughed as he noted the disappointment probably plastered all over my face. 


"Death gets privileges the damned don't." He smirked. "Getting high is just one of them." | rolled my eyes and 
closed up the bags, stuffing them back in the closet. 


"Are we still here just for the heroin?" | groaned. 


"Partly. This is also where you serve your first hellish punishment." He nearly seemed to be passing out from 


the high, causing his already thick accent to become muffled and even less clear. 
"Which is?" | pushed. 


"Deepest fear. Headquarters told me your biggest fear is to be forgotten Avoided. Unloved Am | getting 
warmer?" | sighed and turned away from him embarrassedly. "I'll take that as a yes. Good news is that you 
get to stay on Earth for a few years. Bad news is that it's to watch your friends and family and the world to 
forget about you. | don't envy you, mate. Souls can lose their minds with this one. Its no picnic. Especially the 
suiciders. But you've got all those music videos and records and interviews... could be decades before everyone 
who knew your name dies off. And even longer if they told their kids. You better hope all that media dies 


somewhere. Or you may never get out of here." 
"Are you fucking serious?" | growled, glaring at him venomously. "I'm stuck here? That's fucking unfair!" 


| gave you a second chance, Nik Last week, remember? It's not my fault you squandered it with a single 
bullet. Don't you think that maybe you living was a sign? No one should have lived through five minutes with 
that fucking cocktail you had in your veins. But you did. You wasted your second chance. It's no one's fault but 
your own" Sid said, coldly. "| need to get on my way. Lots of calls | still need to attend to. Tommy's gonna call 
here in a few minutes to see if you want to go out for drinks and show up here to check on you a little later. 
In 12 hours, the entire globe will know Nikki Sixx is dead" He stood and stretched his arms over his head as | 


looked down at my knees in shame. 
"Hey, Sid?" | whispered, hoping he hadn't left yet. 
"What is it, Sixx?" He yawned. 


"Was it you who killed Nancy?" My question seemed to stun him slightly, but he answered, his voice wavering 


slightly. 


It wasn't my fault. She wanted to die, but she didn't want to kill herself. My love didn't deserve that, so | did 
it for her. Then | joined her. Every year, | get to see her once. In a twist of irony, my Hell becomes Heaven, if 
only for a few moments. You won't have that, Nikki. Enjoy eternity.” Within the second it took me to blink, he 


was gone. 


And my eternity began. 


